Stars were right 

Making us insignificant 

They are in their own good company now 

Dinner plate family, 

bowled to us: that spacial salad spectacle of the eye 

Tonight ringed with merraged stripes; 

clouds or astral bodies 

who knows 

There's nothing to look at 
here but the sky 

Nothing to 

hear by day but 

Church bells and cattle's death yawns 

By night but dark 

Trains alone, making echoes of bellowed landscape 

Nothing to smell except the staleness of sugar beats 

held up 

and horse-shit 

just paasing by 

But no matter... 

the stars forget the senses 
or at least (only) remember them 

I'm with Zapho and her evening star 
It's 8:30; happy midnight 
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